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One 


| sat in the back seat of the SUV with Taylor while Layne sat in the front. | squeezed Taylor's hand as | 
watched the snow fall out the window. He squeezed back. 


"Don't worry," He whispered. 


| turned and gave him a grateful smile, but, of course, | was still worried | was new at this and it still scared 
the hell out of me. | was naive. Fresh and innocent is how Santos described me. He wasn't lying. | wanted to do 
this. | chose to do this. But many times, | felt like | was in over my head. Taylor had been doing it for a while 
and he seemed to like taking the newbies under his wing. He was a year younger than me, but he was nice to 


me and had an air of patience and calm about him. 


Layne was the wild child. He was sweet, but he had no inhibitions and Santos often used that as his selling 
point, which made me wonder what Layne did behind closed doors. But then again, | wasn't sure | wanted to 


know. 


Santos, our handler, pulled the SUV up underneath a porte cochere in front of a huge house. It looked like a 


classic ski chalet with exposed wooden beams and stone columns. There were twelve wide stone steps which led 


up to the massive double front doors. The chalet was lit up with several outdoor sconces across the front of 
the house and bright white Christmas lights lined all of the eaves of the roof. They looked enchanting in the 


heavy snowfall. | stared up at the house in wonder. I'd never seen something so lovely. 
"It looks like a Christmas card," | murmured. 


"Yeah," Santos answered sharply, making me cringe. "And you're about to be one of Santos’ little elves." He 


cackled at his own joke. 


Taylor continued to hold my hand as we climbed the steps. When Santos rang the bell, a tall man with greying 
brown hair and a scruffy, short beard and glasses opened the door. He had a bottle of beer in one hand. He 
wore fitted blue jeans and the nicest, softest-looking black sweater I'd ever seen. | wanted to reach out and 


touch it. He gave a warm, somewhat reserved smile to Santos before inviting us inside. 
"So glad you found the place okay. Come in," His voice was soft and he sounded pleasant and sincere. 


We followed Santos into the foyer, past the man whose eyes seemed to linger on me for a moment. 
"Thanks, Stone. Thanks for calling." 


"Yeah, well, since our skiling was cancelled because of the storm, we just needed some entertainment. To blow 
g J 
off some steam, ou know? Come on in. You can hang up your coats in here." He replied as he opened a door to 
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reveal a large coat closet. 


| slowly pulled off my hat and scarf and unzipped my coat, looking up at the high ceiling, wooden beams, and 
chandelier. "What is this place?" | whispered to Taylor as we both hung up our coats. 


It's just a little place we all bought together." The man Santos called Stone replied. 
| jumped at the sound of his voice and cringed when | realized he overheard me. 
"We?" Taylor hissed in my ear. 


"Follow me." Stone led us through to a large room with a huge brown leather sectional and a couple of 
matching club chairs and ottomans. There was a large screen TV on one wall, a wet bar in one corner, and a 
fireplace so big | could stand in it. A bright fire crackled and danced. On the far wall were floor-to-ceiling 
windows which probably gave an incredible view of the valley down below during the daytime. And there were 


three other men in the room. 


Two of them were at the bar. The man behind the bar was a few inches taller than me. He had long, glossy 
brown hair and a thick beard. He wore a flannel shirt in shades of blue. He smiled brightly at us when we 
walked in. One hand was wrapped around a bottle of beer like the one Stone had in his hand. The other man was 


much shorter than him. He had long hair as well but it was lighter in color with a matching beard that was 


nicely trimmed and not as long as the first man's. He had bright blue eyes and his smile, though not 
unwelcoming, was much more subdued. He appeared to be drinking red wine right from a bottle. This man was 


dressed similarly in jeans and a black shirt under a denim jacket. 


The third man was stretched out on the chaise part of the large sofa His attention was on the football game 
on the TV. He had long legs and gorgeous, long blonde hair with just the smallest hint of facial hair. He wore 
black jeans and a grey hoodie, his hands were stuffed in its pocket. 


"Okay, that's Dave and Ed at the bar. That's Jerry. And I'm Stone.” 


Santos introduced us as the other men seemed to be slowly gathering toward us, their interest piqued. | 
reached for Taylor's hand again. "This is Layne, he's pretty much down for anything. The other blonde is 
Taylor. He, uh, he has a lot of experience. And the redhead is Nate. He's still wet behind the ears, if you know 


what | mean." 


l'm sure | turned bright red as | glared at Santos. The one named Jerry immediately claimed Layne. | felt 
something stir inside of me just from the way his eyes traveled all over Layne's thin frame. On their way out 
of the room, Layne shot us a wicked smirk. Clearly, he thought he had made out the best. The man named 
Dave and the one called Ed both tried to claim Taylor. At first, they argued over him. Ed glanced at me, | 
guess he was trying to figure out if | was an okay consolation prize. Apparently | wasn't because they both led 
Taylor away. My hand gripped his as long as | could until Santos gave my shoulder a sharp smack. | heard 
Taylor's soft laugh and their footsteps on the stairs as | stood, alone, in front of Stone. We were the last two 
standing. | found myself praying that he wouldn't be turned off by me the way Ed was. Yet, | was terrified by 
the idea that he wasn't turned off at all. 


Two 


Santos gave me a look that clearly told me I'd better not screw this up. He clapped me on the back so hard, | 
stumbled forward. Stone immediately reached out to catch me and | gave him a little sheepish smile. Without a 
word, he held one hand out toward the staircase. | obediently started toward it. A hand fell directly where 
Santos had hit me and gently rubbed the spot: 


| trust you'll make yourself at home, Santos?" 

"Absolutely, Stone. Thank you." 

He kept his hand on my back as we climbed the steps. My feet felt like lead weights with every step we took 
My hand glided along the highly polished, smooth banister and | noticed the black iron accents that looked like 
vines of ivy. 

‘| really love this house,” | murmured under my breath. 

"Thank you," Stone paused as we reached the top step. "Nate, is it?" 

"Yes, sir." 

His eyes widened for a split second and | was able to see what a gorgeous shade of green they were. 

"You have nice eyes." 

Stone grinned. "You're just full of compliments, aren't you?" 


| know | blushed again as | gave him a tiny shrug. 


"Come on. This way." He led me across a catwalk that overlooked the foyer and the room we were just in 
Santos was already helping himself to the bar. 


We passed three closed doors. | knew Taylor and Layne were behind two of them. Stone opened a fourth door 
to what | assumed was his bedroom. It was smaller than | was expecting. I'm not sure why, but | had assumed 
Stone was the leader of this pack of rich guys. Therefore, he'd have the master bedroom. Maybe he wasn't 
the leader. Then who was? | glanced over my shoulder as he closed the door and turned the lock. | stood still 


as he moved around me to a white leather arm chair in front of a bay window. | watched him unlace one of 


his boots before | started to study the room. 


The paint on three of the walls was a medium tone grey, not too light but not too dark | grinned to myself 
when | realized it could be called the color of stone. The fourth wall had a rich, understated shade of lavender. 
There was a brushed nickel metal four post bed, probably king-sized, directly in front of me. It had a light 


grey and purple thick duvet and several matching pillows on it. Beside it on both sides were matching tables in 
the same brushed metal with matching lamps. Above the bed, on the wall, was an abstract painting in hues of 
silver, black, and purple. Along the wall opposite the bed was a small stone fireplace with a TV on the wall 


above the mantle. An open door on the wall opposite the window revealed a bathroom. And, in the corner, stood 
a high chest of drawers which matched the bedside tables. On the hardwood floor, at the foot of the bed, was 
a large, thick area rug in greys and purples. 

"This is a great room. It feels very calm." 

"There you go again" Stone grinned. 


"I'm sorry. I'm just a little .nervous.” 


He stood and returned across the room to me, taking me by the shoulders. "Don't be sorry. It's cute." He 
moved one hand to brush my hair off my forehead. "You're cute. I'm glad it worked out this way." 


| dropped my gaze to study his sweater. 

"Its especially cute when you blush" Stone laughed softly and | withered. "Santos said you're kind of new?" 
"Yes, sir" My hands itched to reached up and touch it 

"But you're not .? | mean you've done this before?" 

| nodded. "Yes. Can | 2 

"What?" 

"Touch ." | trailed off as | lifted one hand and gently lay it flat on his chest. After a moment, | slid it down a 
little. The material was so soft and silky smooth and it was thinner than | expected so | could feel his body 


underneath it well enough. With a smile, | lifted my eyes to Stone's. "It's so soft and warm." 


His fingers tightened around my shoulders as | lifted my other hand to his chest. "Do you kiss?" His voice 
dropped to a soft, husky whisper. 


| couldn't form words. My lips parted but nothing came out as | stared into his eyes. So | only nodded. Instantly, 
his lips were pressed to mine. | barely noticed that we were moving. He pushed his tongue into my mouth and | 
swooned. He tasted like beer and something else. Something like desire or need. | was being led to the bed and 
Stone turned us so that he could lay me down on my back. 


Stone stood up straight and | sat up in order to pull my shoes off and drop them on the floor. As | shifted to 
lay back against the big pile of pillows, he pulled the sweater over his head and playfully tossed it at me. With 
a giggle, | brought to my nose and deeply inhaled his scent. It smelled faintly of fabric softener with traces of 


a man's musky sweat. | had to bite my lip to keep from moaning. When | heard the quiet, metallic clatter of a 
belt buckle being opened, | looked up at him. 


"Do you want to take your clothes off for me or do you want me to do it?" 

| studied his face for a long time, weighing the options. He did say | was cute. So | said, "No, you can do it" 
Stone laughed again as he stepped out of his jeans. "How did | know you were going to say that?" 

"You're obviously very smart, sir." 

He laughed some more and | was beginning to find it incredibly sexy. "Obviously. Come here, you little cutie.” 
Hurrying to scoot off the bed and stand up, | gave Stone a smile as | raised my arms over my head. His gaze 
locked on mine as he took the hem of my long-sleeved shirt and started pulling it up. | groaned when he 


stopped, leaving it bunched up under my arms. 


"This is nice," He commented in a soft voice when his hands moved to my stomach. He gently caressed my skin 
and his hands moved to my sides, which made me gasp and tighten. "Ticklish?" He raised his eyes to mine. 


| tried to shake my head but his fingers danced along my ribs and | twitched, letting out a squeal. | tried to 
grab his hands to still them. 


"Nuh-uh, cutie. Get those hands back in the air." 

"But, sir," | pouted. 

Stone kissed my lips and returned his hands to my shirt, pushing it up and over my head. Those green eyes 
stared at me as he brought my shirt to his nose and inhaled, mimicking what | had done with his sweater. 
When he tossed it to the floor, Stone gave me a little smirk and reached for the button on my jeans. We both 
jumped, ripped from our trance, when there was a loud thump on the wall. | looked at Stone and he looked back 


at me. Then we heard a loud, low grunt and a gasp followed by Layne yelling. 


"Holy fuck! Oh, my god, you're so fucking big! Yes! Fuck me! Harder!" 


Three 


Jerry opened the door to his bedroom and | wandered in before him, taking a good look around. There was a 
king-sized bed against one wall. A bay window on another. There was a large fireplace opposite the bed and, 


when Jerry picked up a remote control and started a fire in it, just like that, | grinned. 


"That's a nice touch, but totally unnecessary," | purred as | circled around behind him, trailing my hand over 


his shoulder. | leaned in close and whispered, "I'm a sure thing." 


He chuckled, turning his head to one side. "You don't say. Layne, is it?" He pulled the bulky sweatshirt over his 
head to reveal a t-shirt that barely skimmed the waistband of his jeans. | watched as he casually tossed the 


hoodie onto a chair in the corner. 


‘Mmhmm," | stepped back in front of him again, letting my eyes slowly taking him all in, from his long hair to 
his pretty blue eyes to his tall, lean frame and mile-long legs. "Even if | wasn't being paid to be here, I'd still 
happily go home with you anytime. You're fucking hot.” 


"So you're saying | don't have to pay you tonight?" He asked with a little smirk. 


"Oh, hell no. You definitely have to pay me tonight" | replied as | started toward the bed, pulling my clothes off 


as | went. 


He stood in the same spot, pushing his hands into his pockets as he turned to watch me. "What about 
tomorrow night, Layne? You free tomorrow night?" 


Sliding across the large bed and giving the expensive sheets an appreciative caress, | shot him a grin. "We'll 


see. 
Jerry still didn't move, much to my dismay. "Turn over, on your hands and knees and put that ass in the air." 


Oh, so he liked to run the show? No problem, | thought as | slowly rolled over, onto my knees and elbows. | 
pushed my ass out as | deeply arched my back, tilting my head back and letting my hair sweep across my 


shoulders. 
"Good" He murmured as he finally moved and approached the side of the bed. "Come back here to me." 


When | moved back to the edge of the bed, immediately, two large, roughened hands gripped my ass. His 
fingers pressed into my flesh as he squeezed. My cock twitched when he moved his hands to my hips and 
pulled me back some more, right against his dick still hidden away inside his jeans. Jerry pressed himself 
against me, rocking his hips as his hands tightened around mine and he pushed them down | started to move 
with him, pressing back and moving my ass up and down. He was teasing me, or himself, and it felt pretty 
fucking good, but | wanted more. | let my impatience get the better of me and | let out a frustrated grunt. 


What | really wanted to do was turn around and rip his clothes off, but Jerry liked to lead and he was paying 
big money to get his way. So | tried a different tact. 


Turning my head to the side and looking back at him, | gave him a pout and murmured, "Please, Jerry. Don't 


tease me." 


He threw his head back and laughed at me. "Don't tease you, boy? What did Santos say? You were "down for 
anything" ?" 


| was sure my face flushed and that made me angry. But it seemed to please Jerry. He regarded me with a 
smug grin and even laughed a little when | turned around and reached for his jeans. | made quick work of 
freeing his hard cock and Jesus Christ! | stared at it for a long time. It was long and gorgeous! 


"Well," | heard his voice above me but | was still in a trance. "Come on, then. It's not gonna bite you, down-for- 
anything." He turned it into a nickname and | bristled, giving him a nasty look. He chuckled again as he took his 
cock in one hand and gave it a little shake. 


As | leaned in, parting my lips and licking them, | gazed up at him, giving him my best hard glare. Our eyes met 
and, instantly, | hate him. | hated him because | adored him and he managed to flip the script on me in just a 
few minutes. | was down for anything because nothing ever phased me. Nobody impressed me and | was able to 
put on a convincing act. He knew it, too. l'm sure he could see it in my eyes, behind that glare. Jerry's gaze 
softened then and he swept a hand over my hair, turning me into a mewling pile of mush, also something | 


wanted to hate him for. 
"That's it," He softly cooed. "Be a good boy." 


My hands pushed his jeans down some more and took him by the hips, pulling him toward me as my mouth 
opened wider to take him. His hand remained at the back of my head and | could feel his fingers diving under 
my hair and pressing into my scalp. | took him deeper, using my tongue to tease him and get him wet. 


| would liken it to awakening a slumbering bear. With a growl, he gripped my wrists and yanked me up, off of 
the bed. Jerry turned me around and pushed me back down again, taking my hips and yanking them in the air. | 
heard a drawer being pulled open and then slammed shut. The next thing | heard made me shiver in 
anticipation: the loud pop of a bottle cap being opened. When a cool liquid hit my hole, | almost melted into the 
bed. 


"Yes," It came out as a throaty sigh which surprised me. 


Jerry used a thumb to slide from my balls to my hole and then push inside of me. But | needed more. So | 
wiggled and squirmed and | pushed back against his hand. 


"Patience, down-for-anything.’ His tone was quiet, almost gentle, but all | heard was mocking. 


"Fuck patience," | spat back at him. "Give me that fucking cock!" 


The drawer was pulled open and slammed shut again. The sound of a condom wrapper being ripped open made 
me smirk in satisfaction But when | was yanked up off of the bed again and slammed against the wall, | cried 
out in surprise. Jerry wrapped my legs around himself and pressed the head of his cock against my ass. 
Without hesitation, he pushed inside of me, forcing me to throw my arms around his neck. He started to 


thrust and | about lost my damn mind. 


"Holy fuck! Oh, my god, you're so fucking big! Yes! Fuck me! Harder!" 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
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"So, you're Dave," | purred as | slid my hand over the taller one's shoulder. "And you're Ed" My free hand 


caressed the shorter one's bearded jaw. 


They looked at each other for a moment and then back at me. | could tell they were kind of unsure about 


sharing me. 

"Don't worry. We're all friends here." | took a few steps into the large bedroom. 

The walls were a slate blue color with stark white molding and trim. The furniture was all dark stained wood. 
There was a king-sized, four-poster bed in the middle of one wall. The bed clothes were almost an identical 
shade of blue with several white pillows stacked on top. Against the other wall was a fireplace with a dark 
wooden mantel. 

| sat down on the side of the bed and bent to unlace my boots. "So whose room is this?" 

"Mine," Dave replied. | could feel him coming closer. 

As | straightened, | smiled at Ed. "And where do you sleep?" 


"Down the hall” He also took a couple steps closer to me. 


| reached out and started to unbuckle Dave's belt. "Well, after you've both had your wicked ways with me, 


maybe we can all cuddle up for a nap together in this big, gorgeous bed” 
Again, they looked at one another. 

"Dave, | think you should give Ed a little kiss" 

They both rolled their eyes. 

| pulled my hands away. "I insist" 

Dave looked at me and laughed. "You insist?" 


With a little nod, | leaned back on both of my hands and watched them. "Yes. Look, if we're all going to get 


naked with each other, | think you two should be comfortable." | narrowed my gaze at him, studying him a 
little. "Okay, how about if | suck your dick while you kiss him?" | sat back up and returned my hands to his 
jeans, opening them and reaching one hand in to gently pull his cock out. 


"Wait, what about me?" 


| looked up at Ed. He was still standing like three feet away. "Gonna have to get a lot closer than that if you 


want me to suck your dick, too." 


He shuffled a few steps closer, now standing at Dave's side. Ed looked down at me as | smiled at him. He swept 


a hand over my hair. 

| started on his button and zipper with my other hand while | stroked Dave just enough to let him know | 
hadn't forgotten about him. Reaching into Ed's pants, | pulled his dick out and let my fingers dance over it. "Go 
on," | gently urged them. "I know you'll like it" 

Dave looked at Ed and Ed looked at Dave. | stroked them both a little faster, feeling them grow in my hands. 


"Your dicks want it. Just give in. It will totally turn me on, too." | grinned as | watched them lean toward each 


other. 


Ed's eyes shifted from Dave's eyes down to his mouth. His lips parted and a small sigh passed from them. 
Dave's lips parted, too, and they were right about to kiss when Dave pulled back and looked at me. 


"That little redhead?" 
My hands stilled and | looked up at him, confused. "Nate?" 

"Yeah. You ever fuck him?" 

"What? No. No, what do you mean?" 

"Just saw you holding his hand" 

"Oh. He's „new. Kind of nervous yet. He's a good kid’ 

"He's in good hands," Ed spoke up. "Stone's a sweetheart” 

| was relieved to hear that. | gave him a grateful smile. "Thanks" My smile turned into a smirk "Now, kiss him" 
"Oh, fuck it,” Dave muttered. He grabbed Ed's face with both hands and pulled him into a kiss. 


| giggled softly as | leaned in and gave the head of Dave's cock a lick and then turned and did the same to Ed. | 


continued to lick and stroke them while they made out above me. Every stroke and lick and kiss | gave their 
dicks were to ensure that they focused on what | was doing and forgot about the fact that they now had 
their tongues down each other's throats. They shuffled a little closer to each other. Ed's hands were now 
tangled in Dave's hair. | heard them exchanging moans and sighs while | wrapped my lips around one cock and 
sucked hard and moved to the other, bobbing my head back and forth as | took the length of Ed down my 
throat. A hand landed on the back of my head and started to urge me to move faster on Ed's cock. 


"Fuck," one of them growled, followed by the sounds of more kissing. Aggressive kissing. 


The hand on my head gripped my hair into a fist and pulled back. With a gasp, | let go of Ed and was 


immediately pushed into Dave, forced to take him into my mouth. 


| could feel movement above me and from the corner of my watery eye, | saw a blue flannel shirt fly to the 
floor and then a denim jacket and a black t-shirt. Little grunts and growls punctuated each movement. When 
the hand on my head loosened its grip, | pulled back and looked up to see them in the throes of passion, each 
man attacking the other's mouth. Ed's hands were splayed against Dave's chest, his fingernails digging in. Dave's 
free hand was under Ed's hair, gripping the back of his neck. 


| stroked my hands up and down their thighs. Quietly, | asked, "Would this be a good time to take my clothes 
off?" As | stood up, they both pulled back and looked at me. | had to giggle again at their dazed, panting 


expressions. "That wasn't so bad, was it?" 
As soon as | pulled my shirt over my head, they both attacked me. Dave seized my mouth while Ed started to 
bite and nibble on my neck, moving back toward my ear. Four hands moved over my body, slipping around my 


back and pulling me closer. 


"Got me so fucking hard, between him shoving his tongue down my throat and you sucking my dick. Need to 
fuck you," Dave growled into the kiss. 


| felt a hand leave my body and then Dave almost yelped in surprise. 
Ed moaned in my ear, “And while he's fucking you..” 
| laughed softly as Dave pulled back and stared at Ed. When | glanced down, | noticed Ed's hand shoved into the 


back of Dave's jeans. They stared wildly at each other. | decided to let them sort that out while | shed the 


rest of my clothes and crawled onto the bed, wiggling my ass at them. 


Five 

| looked at Stone with wide eyes, feeling my face flush a burning, crimson red. 

With a bit of a shaky, quiet laugh, Stone said, "Jerry „he can get kind of „into it" 

| glanced at the wall and then back at Stone. "Layne, too. He „doesn't really „he'll do pretty much anything." 


Stone was so charming and laid back. | didn't want what was going on in the next room to interfere with the 
mood he was creating here. | gave him a little smile and reached for his shoulders, gently pulling him closer. 
When he returned his hands to my jeans, | moved mine over his chest, slipping down to his stomach as | leaned 
in and brushed my lips against his, barely lingering. He opened the button on my pants as | tilted my head and 
pressed tiny kisses along his jaw, working my way back to his ear. 


"Such a sweet boy," He murmured as he moved his head to the side, exposing more of his neck for me to 


feast upon. 


‘I'm all yours, sir." With a soft sigh, | let my lips brush against his earlobe. It was a little trick that Taylor had 
taught me. He said that some men liked to make love instead of fuck and | wanted always to be with those 
men. Taylor said | might change my mind about that someday, but in the meantime, he taught me how to 
make men understand that | wanted it that way, too. My hands found the elastic of his shorts while | gave the 
shell of his ear a little lick with the tip of my tongue. Sliding my fingertips along the inside of his shorts, 
around to his back, | pushed them in farther and gave his ass cheeks a little squeeze while | closed my teeth 


around his earlobe and gave it a soft nibble. 


Stone gasped when | bit down on his ear and, as | purred quietly, he moaned. | felt him pull my zipper down and 
then his hands grasped the waistband of my jeans and started to push it down. "Sit down, cutie." 


| found it difficult to pull away from him. He smelled so good and he was so warm. | liked the way it felt being 
so near him. With a little pout, pushing my bottom lip out, | stepped back and pushed my own jeans and shorts 
down as | sat down on the bed, leaning back on my hands. 


Stone leaned in, placing his hands on the bed on either side of me and kissed me. "No pouting.” He smiled as he 
crouched down and lifted one of my legs and pulled my jeans off and then did the same with the other. Stone 
gazed up at me as he ran his hands up and down my calf. "Cutie, are you excited?" He used such a soft, sweet 


voice that | melted He was focused on my cock laying erect against my stomach. 
"Yes, sir," | answered him earnestly. "I want you to make love to me." 
Stone didn't reply. Instead, he continued to look at me as he lowered his head and kissed my knee. Our eyes met 


and | giggled, fighting the urge to twitch as his beard brushed my skin while he moved higher up my thigh 
with his kisses. His hand landed on my other thigh and gently pushed it so that | parted my legs some more. 


"Sir." 


"You can call me Stone," He murmured as he finally dropped his gaze, closing his eyes and moving deeper 


between my legs, simply grazing his beard against my inner thighs. 
"Stone," | sighed, letting my head fall back. My mouth fell open and | yelped when he brushed over my balls. 


"Sweet boy." His lips touched my cock and started to move slowly up and down, giving me tiny, barely-there 
kisses. 


| had to watch. Never had a man done this to me before. It was always expected that | would do this for him. | 
sat up a little, spreading my thighs farther apart, and reached a hand for his head, running my fingers 
through his hair. When Stone placed my knees up on his shoulders, | was forced to lay back. | kept both hands 
on his head now as he took me into his mouth and sucked. It was incredible, the way his tongue teased me and 
his mouth felt so warm and wet. My chest rose and fell with each shallow, panting breath | took. His long 
fingers slid up my sides and slowly raked back down and | breathlessly gasped. 


"Stone! Fuck! Stop, please stop!" | lifted my head to immediately give him a sheepish frown | wasn't sure where 


that came from, but it dawned on me that if he didn't stop, | was going to come all over him. 
He lifted his head and looked at me with such deep concern that | apologized. 


"I'm sorry! Sir, l'm so sorry. It was just „it feels so good, | was going to .." | trailed off, too embarrassed to 


finish my sentence. 
"Come?" He grinned. "That's kind of the point, cutie." 
"But | l'm supposed to .." 


His grin turned into a soft smile and he gently patted my hip. "You will. Trust me, you will. How about you turn 


over for me?" 


Exhaling in a soft puff of air, | fell back against the bed and took a couple moments to collect myself and then 
| slowly pushed up. He caught me before | could turn and gave me a kiss. His lips parted and he touched his 
tongue to my bottom lip. As soon as | parted my lips, he slipped his tongue into my mouth and the kiss 
deepened. | reached both hands out and laced my fingers behind his neck. When he let me go, | slowly ran my 
tongue over my bottom lip, feeling it swell and throb as | turned over, onto my knees and elbows. | watched 


Stone over my shoulder as he raised his hands to my hips again, pulling them down and back a little. 


"Such a perfect, sweet little butt” He winked at me as he moved his hands to my ass and teased my hole with 


his fingertips. "Open up for me." 


Taking a deep breath, | arched my back and pushed my ass back toward him a little. 

"That's a good boy." 

| let my eyes close when | felt his tongue touch me. A soft moan passed my lips and | felt a little bolt of 
lightning make my cock twitch. Behind me, Stone moaned softly as well as he licked me. He continued to tease 
me with his mouth and fingers until, again, | bucked away from him, panting. 

"Cutie, come back here." 

"You'll make me come!" 

"| want to make you come." His voice was so soft and sweet. His hands slid up and down my thighs. 

| lifted my head and looked back at him. "But it's my job to make you come. You don't have to do." 

He smiled. "Maybe | like to give pleasure to beautiful, sweet boys like you. Now, come back here." 

With a soft whimper, | slowly backed up to the edge of the bed again. He barely touched me, running his 


tongue from my balls to my hole, and | had to shove my hand underneath and grasp my cock, stroking it 


slowly while he licked me until | came, crying his name. 


Six 


| woke up in that beautiful bedroom naked and alone. The thick, wonderfully soft blankets were wrapped around 
me and the pillow still smelled like Stone. With a smile, | pushed my face into it and inhaled. As | stretched, my 
muscles ached and | was reminded of how he made love to me for hours the night before. Stone took his time 
with me, moving his hands and mouth over my entire body. The spot on my neck where he bit me still 
throbbed in the most delicious way. He made me come twice before he even asked anything of me. | grinned as 
| remembered insisting on laying him on his back and riding him. He felt wonderful inside of me and | made sure 
to go as slow as he'd done with me. At least, at first. Then | bounced and grinded on him as hard and as fast 
as | could. The way he practically screamed my name when he finally came made me melt. My grin grew into a 
stupid, dopey smile as | pulled the pillow into my arms and hugged it to my chest. And then my eyes popped 
open wide. Taylor had warned me. 


"Oh, fuck. Oh, no. No, no, no. You stupid ass," | hissed "You are not in love with him. You're not. Stop it. He's just 
a really good fuck." 


My hands pushed under the blankets as | squirmed. His hands touched me in a way no others ever had. They 
stroked me and squeezed me and petted me. | could still feel the delicious roughness of his fingertips and the 
way his nails bit into me just enough to make me gasp. And when his fingers wrapped around my cock, | swear 
| could have jumped right out of my skin. My own fingers didn't feel quite as good, but, coupled with my 
memories of the way he felt, they'd do. 


With my legs parted and my knees bent, | jerked off with one hand while my other hand slid up my stomach to 
my chest, where | pinched one of my nipples. The door opened and | froze. Slowly, | lifted my head to find Stone 
standing there with a tray of food in his hands, wearing only a pair of pajama pants and slippers. 


"Good morning," His voice was low and | think there was a hint of amusement in it at finding me this way. "I 


brought you breakfast." 


Pushing my elbows underneath me, | sat up a little. "Thank you. That's really .did you stay in bed with me all 
right?" 


"Yeah. ls that okay?" 


| smiled. "Yeah, of course. Kind of wished you were here when | woke up, though." | pushed the blankets off and 
got up on my knees, showing him that | was hard. 


Stone raised his eyebrows as he crossed the room and set the tray down on the bedside table. He wrapped his 
arms around me and gave me a soft kiss. "Cutie wants some more?" 


With a giggle, | threw my arms around his neck. "Yes! Yes, please!" 


"Insatiable," He purred as he nuzzled my neck and leaned into me, slowly forcing me down to the bed on my 


back. 
‘Only for you, sir." | immediately regretted saying it when Stone lifted his head to look at me. 


He stared at me for a long time and | wanted to curl up and die. "You mean that, don't you? That's „not 


something they told you to say’ 
| shook my head. ‘No’ 

He frowned. 

"| mean yes! Yes, | mean it" 


Stone stared at me some more and, somehow, | could see in his eyes what he was thinking. | tried to pull him 
into a kiss, but he resisted. | squirmed underneath him, but he pulled back 


"Please," | murmured. 


He pushed himself up and off of me. He turned and reached for the tray. "Come on, cutie. Have something to 


eat." 
My hand trembled os | lay it gently on his shoulder. "Stone, | - " 


The smile on his face looked weird. Contorted fake. "I brought you pancakes and eggs and orange juice and hot 


chocolate. | wasn't sure what you'd like." 


| looked at the tray and my stomach tightened. | crawled back up to the pillows and pulled the blankets back 
over my body. 


"Nate, eat. Please?" Why the hell did he look like he was going to be sick when | was sure | was the one who 


was going to spew all over his beautiful bed? 


Swallowing, | reached for the glass of orange juice. "Thanks," | mumbled as | brought it to my lips and took the 
tiniest sip. 


l'm pretty sure | went catatonic or something after that. Anything he asked me to do, | did without even 
thinking about it. | ate some of the pancakes because he asked me to. | put my clothes back on, | let him lead 
me back downstairs. Taylor put my coat on and zipped it up for me and then took my hand and led me back 


into the SUV. 


"Nate?" He whispered as he wrapped an arm around me. "Nate, what's wrong?" 


| dropped my head to his shoulder with a sigh. 
"Did Stone hurt you?" 

| barely shook my head. 

"What's going on, buddy? You're freaking me out" 
"Think it happened." 

"What? What happened?" 

"You know." 

He sighed. "Nate, you gotta talk to me." 

| really lo- liked him." 


Taylor bent his head closer to me and whispered, "Sweetie, what did | tell you? You don't even know him. Not 


really. | know it can feel like when they're nice to you, but that'll fade." 
"Yeah. | guess." But | knew it wouldn't. It wasn't just because he was nice to me. It was real. And Stone felt it, 
too. | know he did. | turned to look out the window as Santos drove away. | think some part of me expected to 


see Stone run down the steps and stop me from leaving. 


But that didn't happen 


Seven 


“Take a shower and get dressed and be downstairs in half an hour," Santos threw my door open and scared the 
shit out of me. "And quit fucking moping. Nobody wants to fuck a sad boy." | heard his bellowing laughter down 
the hall. 


He left the door open and | sighed. | hated him. | hated this life. | hated everything, but most of all, | hated 
myself. 


| was an idiot. | really expected that he would come for me. But every day that passed, every sad smile that 


Taylor gave me, every man that wasn't him made me more and more aware of how stupid and naive | was. 
As | was doing my hair, Taylor stopped in the bathroom doorway. "How you doing, Nate?" 

| have him a fake smile. "Good. Great!" 

‘Liar. 

With a sigh, | dropped my hands to the counter. "Tay, did it happen to you before?" 

"What?" 

"Did you, you know, kind of like a guy?" 

"A client?" 

| hated that word. That was Santos' word, not ours. "Yeah." 

Taylor stepped into the room and closed the door. he lifted himself onto the counter and pulled me between his 
knees and started to fix my hair. "Yeah, once. Way back in the beginning." He looked into my eyes. "So | know 
what I'm talking about when | tell you that you gotta let it go. He was British, my guy. His name was Roger. | 
thought he liked me, too. And | guess maybe he did, but there's no room for us in their world, you know? 
We're like their favorite toys. They like us enough to play, but when playtime's over ." 

"We go back in the toy box," | mumbled. 

"Yep." Taylor gently pushed me back and slipped down off the counter. He kissed my cheek "You look cute.” 


"Thanks." 


It wasn't snowing tonight, but | still gripped Taylor's hand just as tightly. We sat in the back of the SUV, along 
with Layne in the front again. My heart skipped a beat when | noticed Santos was taking the same route as 


when we went to Stone's chalet: 

"Hey," Taylor hissed, breaking my focus. He pulled his hand free and shook it 
"Its ." | whispered back "We're going there!" 

"Calm down You don't know that for sure’ 


"But .." | turned to look ahead, out the windshield. "Taylor, it has to be!" 


| broke out in a sweat, my heart was racing with every foot closer we got to the chalet. My breath came in 
shallow pants when Santos pulled into the driveway, parking under the portico again. | fumbled with the seat 
belt, unable to release it fast enough while | threw the door open. He called, | thought! He wants mel | didn't 
care that it was just to play again. | was going to spend the night with Stone. | ran up the steps and pounded 
so hard on the door that | hurt my knuckles. But | didn't care about that, either. | needed to see him. | needed 


to fling myself into his arms. 
"Nate! Wait!" Taylor yelled at me from the bottom of the steps. 


But the door opened at the same time and | squealed in happiness, ready to launch myself at him. "Stone! | 
knew - "| stopped short. | quickly turned around to catch Taylor shoving Santos. 


"You should have told him!" He screamed at that piece of shit who was laughing. 


| turned back around to the man in the doorway. It wasn't Stone. This man had short dark blonde hair and blue 
eyes. He wore glasses and had a tattoo on the side of his neck. He wore a black hoodie and not the beautiful, 
soft sweater that | was anticipating burying my face in. 


Santos pushed his way in front of me and greeted the man by his first name: James. 


My feet started to shuffle backward. | stared at the man until my vision swam. | started to shake my head 
and back up faster. Where the hell was | going? No idea. Just away from this man who wasn't Stone. Taylor 


caught me by my coat sleeve. 
"No," | mumbled. "No!" 
"Maybe he's inside," Taylor hissed in my ear. 


With a gasp, | stopped trying to break Taylor's grip on my arm. | quickly turned my head to stare at him. Why 
didn't | think of that? | moved forward again, pushing past Santos and James. "Stone?!" | called as | hurried into 
that large room where we first met the other men. Now, two more unfamiliar faces gaped at me. "Where's 
Stone?" | demanded but didn't give them a chance to respond before | raced toward the staircase. "Stone?! It's 
mel It's Nate!" 


"Nate, get your ass back here!" Santos screamed at me. 
Taylor reached for me and held me close. "Santos, let him go home. He can't - " 
"Too fucking bad! He's got a job to do." 


"Whoa," James held a hand up. "We ain't gonna force him if he doesn't want - that's not - we don't do that 


shit, Santos. Dave said you were cool." 

One of the other men stepped forward. He was a tiny bit taller than me with a greying, short beard and nice, 
gentle-looking greyish-blue eyes. "He can hang out with me. | don't really.." He smiled at me and shrugged. "We 
can shoot pool or something." 

"You're still paying!" Santos barked. 

So James took Layne upstairs and then, after Taylor made sure | would be okay, he went upstairs with a 
pretty hot dark-haired guy with a nose ring. He said his name was Sean. Santos made a beeline for the bar 
again while | stood, desperately trying not to cry in front of this man. 

"My name's Jeff. Do you want anything? Water, maybe?" 

"No, thank you." 


| was staring at Santos, becoming disgusted with him, angry that he knowingly brought me here. "You know 
what? Maybe, maybe we could go upstairs. If you want." 


"Are you sure about that?" 


| swallowed around the lump in my throat as | nodded The tears were so close to spilling, especially with the 


way Jeff looked at me with so much concern in his eyes. 


Thankfully, he was staying in a different room than Stone had used. | stared at the door to Stone's room while 
Jeff gently ushered me into his room. 


"Um," He coughed as he hurried to push some clothes off a chair. "Sit?" 
| perched on the edge of the seat. 
"You „you know Stone." 


My face grew hot as | dropped my gaze to the floor and remembered what an ass | made of myself just 


minutes ago. 


"You „uh, met him before?" Jeff paced back and forth in front of me. 
| looked up at him. 

"Sorry. | guess that's none of my business” 

My eyes dropped to watch my hands play with the hem of my shirt 


"You don't really want to .do you?" When | didn't respond, he finally sat down on the corner of the bed nearest 
me. "It's okay. You don't have to. Nate, right?" 


There was something in his eyes when | looked up at him again. There was something there in his smile. "Yes, 


sir.” 

"You liked Stone, huh? That guy downstairs made you think he was here again" 

My cheeks burned red again but instead of looking down and shutting up, this time | nodded. "Yes, sir" 

"Im sorry about that, Dave - did you meet Dave?" 

| nodded 

"Anyway, Dave told James about you guys and here you are. | don't think Stone knows that, if it helps any" 
"How would it help?" | mumbled to myself 

"Well" Jeff paused. "I dont know. | mean, like, he's not, you know, into this? 


"Into what? Paying a fat, slimy asshole to fuck boys?" | barked out a sarcastic laugh. "Because, | assure you, 


Jeff, he is into that!" 

Jeff cringed. 

| stood up and moved his arms out of the way to wiggle myself into his lap. 
"Nate." 

| pulled my shirt over my head and then ran my fingers through his hair. 
"Come on. You don't have to do this.” 


| want to," | replied as | took his hand and brought it to my chest. 


Jeff used it to push me back and then he squirmed out from underneath me. 
"Come on, Jeff. You're paying to fuck me. | want you to fuck me!" 


"| don't want to." 


"Why not? Not your type or something?" | can be whatever type you want." | started for him again, reaching 
for his shirt. 


He caught my wrists. "| said no." 

"Why?" | raised my voice. "Just fucking do it!" 

"Nate, I'm not going to fuck you. You belong-" He froze and looked at me with wide eyes. 
"What?" | leaned into him. 

"Nothing. Forget it" 

"What?!" | sniffled. "Tell me." 

"To him. You belong to him." 


| fell into Jeffs arms, sobbing into his shoulder. "Then where is he?!" 


Eight 

"Put something cute on, wipe that goddamn frown off your face and get downstairs. Now." 

| didrrt move from being snuggled up in bed with Taylor when Santos barged in again ond barked at me. 
"Now, you stupid little fuck!" 

| sighed as Taylor kissed my cheek and started to get up. 

"Not you! The little pain in the ass." 

Now, | sat up. "Me? But .’ 


"No buts. Nobody gives a fuck that you're a heartsick little puppy. In fact," Santos snickered. "Some dudes are 
into that." 


| gave Taylor a pleading look 
“Santos, come on. Give the kid a break, please. I'll go." 
"Fuck off, Taylor. He's going.” 


| let Taylor dress me in tight jeans and one of his turtleneck sweaters, a soft white cashmere with red 


snowflakes across the chest. | kept tugging at it while he did my hair. 
"Hts too small" 

"No, it isn’t. You look hot" He smiled at me. "So hot, I'd fuck you" 

| gave him a weak smile in return “Id rather stay here and take you up on that! 


"I know, baby. But you'll be fine. Just remember to use your judgment. If it feels off, don't do it. Fuck what 


Santos said. Call me if you feel weird" 
"l already feel weird!" 


Now, Taylor gave me a somewhat stern look. "Nate, | know you're hurting. | know you think you were in love, 


but -" 


‘| was in love. | | thought .." | trailed off, already realizing what | sounded like. Stone didn’t really care about 


me. He was a kind, gentle, amazing lover. That's all. That's all it was for him. One night of fun. 


"You thought that he cared about you and that's okay. That's nothing to be ashamed of, Nate. One day, you 
will find someone who really does care for you and want your love. And that person will be one lucky son-of- 


a-bitch." 
| grabbed Taylor and hugged him for a long time. "I love you." 
"I know you do. Now, get out of here and be safe." He pulled free from my hug and gave me another smile. 


The car ride was long and awkward. Santos had tried to talk to me. He even attempted to use a normal voice, 
instead of his usual barking and sneer. But | shut him out. | leaned my head against the window and closed my 
eyes. He continued to talk, but after a while, | didn't even hear him anymore. | was gone. | wasn't even in the 
car anymore. | was back in his room. | saw his caring, wise eyes and his perfect bottom lip. | felt his hands as 
they traveled over my shoulders. And in a moment only my subconscious could recall, | felt Stone's arms 
around me and the soft rise and fall of his chest against my back as we slept. Thats what | could never bring 
myself to say whenever | tried to explain it to Taylor. It wasn't the way Stone fucked me that made me fall 
for him. It was the way he looked at me and the way he touched me, the way he kept me safe and made me 
feel important to him. Those were the things | clung to every time | tried to tell myself he was just a good 
fuck. No, he was more than that. | didn't imagine the connection. | know deep down that he felt it, too. 


With a sigh, | forced myself to stop thinking about him. Santos had finally shut up. | lifted my head to look 
around and see where we were. Santos was driving down a residential street with very large houses on either 
side. 

"Where are we?" 

He pulled the SUV up to a gate which was hidden by some thick shrubs. The house was huge. It was pale tan in 
color with white trimmed windows and two stories and just seemed to go on and on. Santos pressed the call 
button. Nobody answered, but the gate started to open. Santos pulled the SUV up in front of the door and then 
looked at me. 

"Get out" 

"What?! You're not ..what do you mean, get out?" 

"This is it, kid” 

"But you you're not staying? Who is this? l'm not getting left alone here, Santos!" 


"Yes, you are. Go on" 


"Nol 


He gave me that sneer and then Santos threw the car into park and got out. |! watched him cross in front of 


the car and then yank my door open "Come on" 
"No! Why are you doing this? Why are you such an asshole!" 


"Kid, | swear to god, you are nothing but a total pain in my ass." He growled as he reached across my lap and 


unbuckled the seatbelt. 


| tried to fight him, but he had a firm grip on my wrist and dragged me up to the door. Without even ringing 
the bell, he opened the door and pushed me through. 


"Stay!" He barked. 
"Nol" | howled and lunged for the door, trying to get around him. 


Santos caught me around the waist and pushed me back into the foyer. "This guy bought you. You belong to 
him now. Good fucking riddance." 


| was too stunned to move now. Bought? Santos cackled as he slammed the door shut behind him. | stood alone 
in the middle of this huge, startlingly quiet house. There was a room to my left and another to my right. A 
hallway went toward the back of the house, | think. And then there was a large staircase on the left, leading 
up to the rest of this monstrous mansion. | yanked my phone from my pocket and started to scroll to Taylor 
in my contacts list when | heard a creak. Before | turned around to see what it was, | grabbed the door handle, 


ready to make a run for it. 

"Hi, cutie.” 

| gasped and froze again. It couldn't bel 

There was more footfall on the steps and | slowly turned. 


|." Stone stood on the last step with one hand on the banister. He wore a sad smile and his head was tilted to 


one side. 


| couldn't form words. | couldn't figure out how to feel. | wanted to be mad at him. Why now? Why like this? 
What was even happening? One foot moved and then the other and then another step, faster and faster, until | 
flung myself into his arms, wrapping my arms around his neck and pulling him down off that step. 


He held me so tight and pet my hair and murmured softly in my ear. | couldn't really hear what he was 


saying, though, over my own babbling and crying. 


Nine 


Author's Notes: 
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Stone brought me back to the foyer and took my coat and hat and scarf off for me, setting them on a bench. 
"That's a very cute sweater." 

“Taylor picked it out for me," | managed between sniffles and quiet, little sobs as | calmed down a bit. 

He led me into a huge room and sat me down on a beautiful dark purple sectional sofa that faced a large stone 
fireplace. He handed me a box of tissues before he picked up a remote control and started the fire. | watched 
the fire as | plucked tissue after tissue from the box and rubbed my eyes and blew my nose. Stone sat down 
back on the couch next to me. As he crossed his leg and lifted his arm to the back of the couch, | slipped in 
against his chest, bringing my hand up to caress his sweater. 


"Why didn't you come for me?" | asked as | nuzzled under his jaw, inhaling his scent. 


"Oh, Nate," He began. His hand started to pet my head again. "I .." | felt his chest rise and fall with the deep 
breath he took. "I didn't know if | should Or could. | still don't know what | should do with you." 


| pulled back and looked at him. "What do you mean you don't know? I'm yours. You want me. You ..you bought 
me! You love mel" | could feel the tears coming on again. "You want me." | hurriedly ripped more tissues from 
the box. 


"Cutie, listen to me." 


| still ripped tissues, one by one, from the box until it was empty. Stone took the wad of tissues and the 
empty box from my hands. 


"Nate, you're a human being. | didn't buy you. | paid Santos in order for him to release you. So you don't have 


to work for him anymore." 
"But „don't you want me to be just yours? Jeff said -" 
| know what he told you. He shouldn't have said that. You don't belong to anyone." 


With a sigh, | dropped my gaze to my empty hands in my lap. "I'm confused. How did he know about me in the 
first place?" 


"I know. I'm sorry." Stone stood up and started pacing back and forth in front of me. He looked at me and then 
dropped his gaze to the floor as he ran his fingers through his hair. "Cutie, something happened that night. | 
can't explain it. | you were „we had .." He stopped in front of the fire, turned his back to me and shoved his 


hands in his jeans pockets. "I haven't stopped thinking about you. And | told Jeff that." 

The smile on my lips was so big, my face hurt, but | knew better than to interrupt his train of thought. 

"In the morning, when you said, He quietly coughed. "What you said, | saw the look in your eyes and it scared 
me." He turned around and gazed at me with such sadness in his eyes that my smile faded. "I could fall in love 
with you so easily.” 

My voice cracked and it came out as a whisper. "| want you to." 

"I know you do, baby, but .." He turned his head as he trailed off. 

Slowly, and as quietly as | could, | slid off the couch and stepped up to him, moving my hands over his 
shoulders, again feeling the softness of his sweater. | leaned in and brushed my lips against his neck. "Don't you 
want me?" 

"You know | do." 


"Then why are you fighting it?" 


‘lm -" He stopped again and gently pushed me away. "If | give you money and tell you where to go, will you do 


it?" 
"| - what?" | blinked and shook my head. 


"Cutie, please trust me. | got you away from Santos but | need to put you somewhere until | can explain 


everything. Will you do it?" 


My mouth opened but nothing came out. | looked around the room we were in. "Why can't you explain 


everything now? Why can't | stay here?" 


His brow knotted and he was quiet as he gazed at me. After a long pause, he turned me back to the couch. 
"Sit down." He sat down beside me again, but when | tried to get close this time, he shook his head. "Just listen 


to me, okay?" 
| felt my face flush as | nodded and looked down at my lap. 
"The night we met, the guys had brought me up to the house to get away for a few days. We were just going 


to go skiing and drink a lot and get high, you know, guys’ lost weekend or something. But, as you know, it 
stormed, and Jerry and Dave and Eddie got bored. We couldn't go skiing, we were almost out of beer. Nobody 


wanted to go home, especially not me. They decided to call Santos. And | well, | knew him, too, from a while 
ago. Before you. But, man, when you walked in that door, cutie." When he paused, | looked up and he was smiling 


softly and shaking his head. "You blew me away. | couldn't think straight!" 


| laughed quietly, feeling a sense of nervous dread start to fill my heart for the first time since he walked 
down the steps. 


‘lm getting sidetracked. See? You distract me. Nate, I'm going through a pretty nasty divorce. If she knew 
about you .." 


"Ah." | nodded once as it all finally clicked. | could feel my heart start to pound in my chest. "If she knew about 
me, you'd lose everything." | narrowed my gaze. "But I'm not the only one, right? There were others before 


me?" 


"That's not important." He quickly tried to change the subject. "What's important is that | don't want her to 


find out about you and make your life hell. Because, trust me, she will” 


"So you bought me so that you could hide me." | stood up and glared down at him. "You bought me in order to 
keep me quiet” 


"No! Nate, cutie, please sit down" Stone reached for my hand. 


"Wait a minute." | snatched my hand out of his reach. "You didn't buy me. I'm a human being" | ran to the door 
and yanked it open, running out to the closed gate. "Open it!" | screamed back at him as he stood in the 
doorway. The tears started to come again. | sniffled and ran my hand across my nose. "Open it!" | grabbed onto 
the iron bars and screamed again. "Open the fucking gate, Stone!" 


His hands wrapped around my wrists and gently pried my fists away from the gate and he turned me around 


and wrapped me up in his arms. "I want you. | want you, Nate. Please don't leave." 


| shivered in his warmth. God, | wanted this. | dreamed of it every night since the | met him. | wanted 
everything this man had to offer. But was it enough? Was the offer of money and a place to hide enough right 


now? 


Ten 


"Is the penthouse and | can see the Great Wheel and Pike Street Market from my window. There's amazing 
artwork on the walls and the shower is bigger than my room at Santos'." | told Taylor as | led him from the 
door, directly to the window. "Isn't it amazing?" 


‘Is awesome!" He said as he looked around, taking his coat and hat off. "Baby, I'm so happy for you!" 

With a tiny smile, | murmured. "Thanks." 

"So what's the problem?" 

"He's never here. He put me here to make sure | didn't blow it for him. He's getting divorced and he thought 
that if she found out about me and other boys before me, he'd lose all his money. So he comes by like two or 
three times a week and fucks me and leaves me money. Tay, | ..| feel like a bigger whore now than before." | 
flopped down on the couch and picked up the small stuffed kitty Stone gave me a couple days ago. | 


straightened her whiskers before holding her in my lap. 


Taylor sat beside me and lightly rubbed my shoulder. "Sweetie, try to be patient with him. Once the divorce is 
final, maybe it will be different. Look, he cares about you. He picked you. He wants to take care of you." 


"What do you mean he picked me?" 

"He picked you to, you know, buy outta there. He knew you didn't like it" 

"Wait a minute. Did he ..Taylor, did you?" My heart stopped. | felt that same sense of cold dread just pour 
over me like ice cold water. Just as Taylor opened his mouth to reply, we also heard a key slide into the lock 


on the door. "He's here." | handed Taylor the stuffed animal and stood up, pasting a smile on my face. 


Stone opened the door and stepped in, carrying a shopping bag in one hand. When he looked up and noticed us, 
he smiled "Hey, cutie. Hey, Taylor. Nice to see you again. | brought dinner." 


| crossed the room and kissed his cheek, taking the bag from him. "Thank you, sir." 


As | took the bag into the kitchen, Stone followed behind me. He took his jacket off and set it on the back of 


one of the stools at the island. "You don't have to call me sir, Nate. Please." 


| glanced at him as | took food containers out of the bag. "Sorry. Force of habit." Under my breath, "Since | am 


still in your employ.” 


"What was that?" 


With a sigh, | fixed my gaze on him, watching him push up the sleeves of his sweater. "I said since | am still in 


your employ." 
"Nate, how many times do we have to talk about this? Its only temporary until -" 


"Until your divorce is final. | know. Maybe you should have left me until then. Oh, right. You couldn't because if 


she found me." 


Stone sighed and took his glasses off and rubbed his eyes. "Are we going to go through this every time | come 


over here?" 

"Did you fuck Taylor?" 

Taylor jumped up from the couch and started toward us. "Whoa. Nate -" 

"Did you?" | wasn't quite sure why this made me angry but | was suddenly overcome with jealousy. 

"Nate," Stone began as he slid his glasses back on. "What happened before | met you has nothing to do with - * 
"You did!" | turned and glared at Taylor. "Why didn't you tell me?" 

"Because it doesn't matter, Nate. It was business. It was before you even came along. He wants you" 

| turned back to Stone. “Why didn't you choose him that night?" 


"Because he was already chosen. And," Stone shot Taylor a little smile. "No offense, Taylor. | wanted something 


different" 

"Something different?!" | practically screamed. "We're fucking human beings, remember?" 

"Nate, please." Stone reached for me. 

| grabbed Taylor, though, and wrapped my arms around him. "Take me home. Take me home, Taylor, please?" 
He hugged me and pet my hair just like Stone liked to. "Sweetie, | don't think that's a good idea. | think you 
should stay and talk to Stone." He pulled back and dipped his head, forcing me to look at him. "Walk me to the 


door, okay? And you can call me later." 


When Taylor pulled out of my arms, he gathered his coat and hat and started for the door. | slowly shuffled 
behind him, giving Stone a dirty look over my shoulder, just so he knew | was still pissed off. 


At the door, Taylor turned and gave me a little smile. "Talk to him. He doesn't own you. You are not his toy. If 


you still don't want to stay here after you've had a conversation, then call me. | will come back and get you. 


But, Nate, | hope you do believe that he cares for you." 
"But why does it have to be like this?" 


"Did you really think it was going to be exactly like your fairy tale? He's no knight in shining armor. He's just a 


man. 


| kissed Taylor goodbye and slowly closed the door after he left. When | returned to the kitchen, Stone was 
opening containers and scooping out fried rice and chicken and broccoli onto plates. | pulled myself up onto the 


stool where his coat was hanging. We ate quietly for a moment. 


Finally, | broke the silence when | realized he didn't have his usual bottle of beer. | slipped off the stool and 
went to the fridge to get it for him. "There are only four left. You should try to remember to bring more 
with you next time." | set it down beside his plate. "We can sit at the table if you'd like." 


Stone swallowed and looked curiously at me. "Did you say next time?" 


As | carried my plate to the small dining table, | smiled. "I don't want to leave." | sat down and patted the spot 
on the table next to me. "The thing is ..this is so much for me to handle." 


He brought his plate and his bottle and sat down "I know. I'm sorry." 


‘Its not all your fault. | wanted you. | could have said no. | mean, | didn't want all of this." | waved a hand 
around to indicate the condo. "I used to lay awake and stare at the ceiling, wondering if you were thinking about 
me as much as | was thinking about you. | used to fantasize about you punching Santos in the face and 
grabbing me and just running off. We were running and running and you pulled me to a stop and took my face 
in your hands and you said that you loved me just before you kissed me." | brought one hand up to my cheek 


and had to lower my gaze when | felt how red it was. 


We fell into silence again. Now that | had made such a corny, ridiculous but true confession, my heart started 


to hammer against my ribs. 
"You want something | can't give you right now." 


"I know that. But you were closer to that fairy tale the night you paid another man to fuck me than you are 


right now, now that we're together." 


Eleven 


"If you aren't going to stay here tonight, | think you should leave now." 


The kitchen was cleaned up from dinner and | was curled up in the corner of the couch, holding my stuffed 


kitty, when Stone came to sit down next to me. 

"Nate -" 

| mean it. I'm tired. Either you stay with me all night or you leave right now." 

He moved a couple inches closer and rested his elbow on the back of the couch as he reached his hand to my 
hair. The look on his face was so sad, but | didn't want to give in. "Cutie, I'm sorry. | know you think | don't care 
about you, but | do." 

My head tilted into his touch and | closed my eyes. "Prove it.” 

"What would you like me to do?" 

"Take me home with you. Don't make me stay here alone anymore." 

"Oh, cutie, | can't. Not yet. But, as soon as this is all over, | will. | promise, Nate." 

"But | don't care about the money! | just want you!" 

He smiled and held his arms open. Like an idiot, | immediately clung to him, touching his sweater and burying 
my face in his neck He stroked my hair and whispered softly. "I know you do, baby. And | know l'm so, so lucky 
to have you. But | have worked so hard to get where | am and | can't let her take all of that away. Its unfair 
to you. If you didn't want to wait anymore, | would understand. But l'm asking, I'm begging, you to be patient 


for me" 


My arm slipped around his back as | asked, "And then | won't have to stay here by myself anymore? | can go 


home with you?" 
Stone kissed my head and he murmured, "Yes, my love. | promise.” 
| slowly lifted my head and gazed at him. "What did you just call me?" 


He smiled and | think he even blushed a little. "My love." 


| squealed and threw my arms around his neck, covering his face in kisses. "Stay tonight. Take me to bed and 


stay with me all night, please. Please, Stone?" 


"Are you going to bring your kitty?" He asked me as he slowly pushed me back and stood up. 

With a gasp, | grabbed the kitty and started to stand up, also. Stone scooped me up in his arms, though, and | 
laughed in surprise and wound my arms around his neck, still holding onto the stuffed animal. | kissed his cheek 
as he walked us into the bedroom. Stone set me down on the bed and straightened. He still had that little blush 
to his cheeks as he started to undress. | giggled and covered the kitty's eyes with one hand. 

"Are you going to get undressed, cutie?" 


"| like to watch you first.” 


‘Oh, you do?" He raised an eyebrow as he unbuckled his belt. The sound of it sent a shiver down my spine. 


"You like to watch me?" 
"Yes, sir." | nodded. "It gets me excited." 
"Show me." 


Chewing my lip, | set the stuffed animal down on the pillow and lay back so he could see the bulge in my jeans. 
| rubbed the heel of my hand against it and moaned softly. 


"Good boy." Stone murmured as he took his jeans and shorts off. He crawled onto the bed and gave me a grin 
as he reached for my crotch and rubbed his hand against it. "Such a sexy, beautiful boy." He lowered his head 


and placed his open mouth against me, moaning and sucking on the thick denim. 

"Sir," | sighed as | put my hand on his head, sliding my fingers through his hair. 

While he continued to suck and nuzzle against my hard cock, his hands slipped under my shirt and pushed it up 
until his rough fingers found my nipples. My hips lifted from the bed, pushing against him, trying to rub 
harder. The sensation of his warm, wet mouth through my jeans was just enough to tease, but not enough to 
bring me release. Soon, he lifted his head and shook it, clucking his tongue. Then his mouth was on my stomach, 
licking and sucking on my navel, while he rubbed my cock with a hand. He moved it hard and fast, letting me 
thrust against it. 

"Wanna come for me, baby? Come in your pants for me?" 


"Yes! Oh, god! Yes, please!" 


"Come on, then. Move for me." Hls entire hand was palming my crotch. | could feel his fingers pressing into my 
ass while | writhed against it. 


"Sir, please kiss me. Please come up here and let me kiss you." 


"Gonna keep moving for me?" 
"Yes" 


"Good baby," He cooed as he slowly moved to wrap his free arm under my shoulders and pull me against his 


naked body. 

| threw an arm around his back and spread my legs, moving one around his hip. We rocked together as he gave 
me a deep, hungry kiss. My orgasm shook me as | pumped my come into my jeans. And it just kept going 
because Stone wouldn't stop rubbing me or kissing me. | finally had to pull back as | shuddered and gasped. 


"Fuck! Oh, god!" | panted as | flopped onto my back 


Stone laughed softly as he touched the wet spot on my pants. The next thing | knew, he had his mouth sealed 
to it, licking and lapping at it, making me twitch and shudder all over again. 


"Stone! Sir!" 

He lifted his head and licked his lips. "So good. Can | take your clothes off now, baby?" 

| met his gaze and curled my lips in a smile. "Will you make love to me?" 

He returned my smile, one hand rubbing my thigh. "Yeah. | want to make love, Nate." 

Stone undressed me and placed me on my side. He entered me slowly as | pulled a pillow against my chest and 
hugged it tightly. He kept an arm under my shoulders and used it to urge me to turn my head. As he started 
to move faster, he gave me a long, slow kiss. His free hand slipped over my hip and started to stroke me. 

| want you to ride my cock, cutie.” 

"Yes, sir, but you better not come that way." | giggled. 

Stone lifted his head to look at me. "Oh, no? What happens if | do?" 

"ll spank you." 

He laughed and stole a kiss. "You will, huh? | might make sure | come now." 

He lay on his back and | moved over him, planting my feet on the bed and giving him back, slowly sliding down 
on his cock before | leaned back and placed my hands on his shoulders. | moved slowly at first. The position 


was slightly awkward. His hands wound around my hips, helping to support me. | moved faster, riding his cock 


up and down, and feeling myself grow hard again. 


"Sir?" 

"Yes, my love?" 
"l'm hard again." 
"Good boy." 


He eventually lay me down on my back and fucked me hard and fast until we both came. Stone gave me a soft 


kiss and swept my sweaty hair off of my forehead before taking me into the shower. 


| was wrapped up in his arms with his chest against my back. | could feel his breath on my neck as | covered 
both of his hands with mine, twining my fingers between his. "Promise you'll still be here when | wake," | 
whispered as | shifted slightly to push my butt back against him. 


"| promise, my love." His lips touched my earlobe and | shivered. 


"| love you, Stone." 


Twelve 


"He stayed all night?" 


"Yep! And, in the morning, | made blueberry pancakes and brought him breakfast in bed," | replied to Taylor as | 
held up a large, square, silver-grey velvet pillow. "What do you think?" 


Taylor came to the condo to check up on me and | dragged him to Nordstrom to spend some of Stone's money. 


| had decided | wanted to make the condo a little more homey for me and build a reading nest 
"Its okay. Listen, sweetie, about the other day?" 

| shrugged and smiled as | stuffed the pillow under my arm. "No big deal. 'm sorry | got mad 
"Im sorry | didn't tell you. | really should have" 

"You didn't think it would come up and it doesnt matter. | understand. You're not mad that he .2" 


"Nol" Taylor immediately replied. "No, not at all" He grinned as he picked up a lavender silk pillow. "He's not 
really my type. Besides, | want to see you happy. You know | love you, right?" 


With a giggle, | took the pillow from him. "Yes, | know. | love you, too. You're my best friend in the whole world!" 
"You're my best friend, too, Nate." 
| kissed his cheek and then noticed a fantastic pale pink fuzzy throw rug behind him. "Look at that!" 


We lugged the giant bags of pillows and rugs (and a cute little pair of pink satin panties | was going to model 
for Stone later) to PF Changs for lunch. They sat us in one of those big, round, high-backed booths and, 
because of the bags, Taylor and | squished together in the middle of it. We had virgin strawberry daiquiris and 
the waiter brought them to us with giant, juicy strawberries on the sides of the glasses and whipped cream. 
We had barbecued spare ribs and dynamite shrimp as appetizers. Then | had the Kung Pao chicken while Taylor 
had the beef and broccoli. 


The waiter grinned at us as | groaned and rubbed my stomach. "Dessert? You cannot leave without sharing 


our Great Wall of Chocolate." 
Taylor looked at me with a pout on his lips and a pleading look in his eyes and whispered, "Chocolate!" 
We had to move closer together to share the cake. | wrapped an arm around Taylor's back and rested my 


head on his shoulder. When Taylor offered me a bite off his fork, | giggled and carefully closed my lips around 
his fork and pulled the cake off. With a little moan, | closed my eyes and swallowed. 


‘Its so good." 
Taylor kissed my forehead. "You're so cute." 


When we returned to the condo, both of us dragged the bags into the bedroom and then collapsed onto the 
bed, rubbing our fat stomachs. 


"That was so good, Nate. Thanks." 


"Don't thank me. Thank Stone. He leaves me stacks of cash every time he's here. At least, | was able to do 


something fun with it today." 


He rolled onto his side and propped his head up on an elbow. Taylor gazed at me. "Sweetie, are you positive that 
this is what you want?" 


| turned my head toward him. "Yeah. | mean, | love him. He's good to me. He loves me, too. | know he does." | 
blushed. "He won't come out and say it yet, but that's okay. And soon, I'm gonna go live with him. Wait until 
you see the house, Tay. It's bigger than the chalet and he has all this expensive furniture." | frowned. "At 
least, he probably does. | only saw the living room. But the fireplace was huge!" 


Taylor smiled. "He's really lucky, you know." 
"No, | am. | mean this is a dream come true!" | stopped. My eyebrows knitted together. "Almost." 


"Be patient, Nate, remember? Soon, he'll come and get you and take you home and you'll live happily ever 


after!" 


In the corner of the bedroom, | laid out the throw rug and then arranged several pillows on it. | mostly bought 
the silver and purple tones, but threw in a couple brightly colored ones, too. | know Stone liked silver and 
purple, but this was to make the condo more of my home. At first, | put all the purple and silver pillows in the 
back and my bright reds and oranges and blue stripes in the front with the long burgundy pillow with the 
embroidered birds in the center. Then | rearranged them and put the brighter ones in the back and the silver 
and purple ones up front. That still didn't look right to me. Finally, | mixed them together. | sat back on my 


heels and surveyed my work. 
"What do you think, Tay?" 
Suddenly, | was thumped in the side of the head with a pillow. "I think you forgot one." 


With a giggle, | turned and pulled the pillow out of his hands and thumped him in the butt with it. He gasped 
and started to laugh and snatched the pillow back. As he pulled back to take another swing at me, | flattened 


out on my stomach on the rug and picked up another pillow. | turned over onto my back and threw it up at 


him. Taylor laughed as he dodged it by leaning to one side and then collapsed on top of me. | laughed even 
harder as | wrapped my arms around him and tried to roll over. He braced himself and wouldn't allow me to 
roll us. Taylor dropped the pillow and started to tickle my sides. | howled and wiggled and bucked, trying to 
throw him off. 


"Taylor!" | screamed. "Stop or I'll pee! Don't make me ruin the rug!" 
"You're bluffing!" He told me as he laughed and continued to tickle. 


| grabbed his hands and pushed them around his back, holding them there. He couldn't hold himself up and 
leaned heavily on my chest. There was something in his eyes, something bright and happy which made me 
smile. Then his lips touched mine. My eyes closed as my arms tightened around him to hold him. His kiss 
deepened and he purred softly while | allowed his tongue into my mouth. 


Thirteen 


It was a mistake. That's all. It was just a mistake. We were chocolate-drunk or something, | told myself. As | 
stood in the mirror, examining the pink panties and the rest of my body, | found that | couldn't meet my own 
gaze. Taylor kissed me. And | kissed him back | studied myself as my arms wrapped around my waist, holding 
me the way Taylor did when | let go of his hands. It wasn't just a short, awkward kiss before we caught 
ourselves. It was a good fifteen minutes or so of holding each other and making out. 

"I should go," He finally whispered when he was done nibbling on my neck. 


And | lay there against my new pillows in a daze after | heard the gentle click of the front door closing. 


But now, Stone was on his way over and | wanted - no, | needed- to feel his hands and lips on me to drive 


away the feeling and memory of Taylor's hands and lips on me. 


When he opened the door, | stepped into the bedroom doorway and leaned against the door frame, hoping that | 


looked sexy in my pose instead of absolutely foolish. | waited for him to notice me. 


"Hey, Nate? Cutie?" Stone called, looking toward the kitchen Then he turned and saw me and smiled, raising his 


eyebrows as he locked me over. "Well, look at you" 

"Do you like them?" 

"Yes, | do. Are they new?" He asked as he took a bag of food to the kitchen 
| stayed where | was. "Yes, | got them at Nordstrom today’ 

"You did?" 


"Yes, sir. | wanted to spend some of that money you keep leaving here." With a grin, | added, "| mean, | assume 
its for me." 


Stone returned my grin as he crossed the living room toward me. "You assume correctly." He wrapped his 
arms around me and gave me a soft kiss. "You look so sexy, baby." 


"Thank you, sir." | wiggled out of his arms and took his hand, bringing him into the bedroom. 
"Did you buy all of those, too?" Stone asked, indicating the pillows. 
"Yes." 


"Wow. How did you bring all of that back here by yourself?" 


| hesitated. | could lie and say | did manage to bring it all back by myself. But what was the point? He already 
knew Taylor came here and that we were friends. "I had help. Taylor came to visit. We shopped and then had 


lunch and came back here." 
"That's good. l'm glad he's been coming to see you." 


"Me, too." | climbed onto the bed and immediately turned around on my knees and slipped my arms around 


Stone's neck. "How about we stop talking about Taylor now?" 


"That's an excellent idea, cutie." He grinned as he wrapped one arm around my back and immediately rubbed his 
other hand against the smooth satin of my panties at my crotch. "So fucking sexy." His voice dropped into a 


soft growl just before he seized my mouth in a longer, deeper kiss. 


| brought my hands down to the buttons on his shirt while we continued to kiss. As soon as | started to open 


one, Stone pulled back and took both of my hands. 

"Uh-uh. Why don't you lay back here for me? | need to really examine these pretty little panties you have on 
There was something mischievous in his grin. "| might even need to make sure you keep your hands out of my 
way. How should | do that?" 

| chewed my lip for a moment while my heart thudded against my ribs. "| won't move them, sir, | promise." 
Stone tilted his head and gave me a mocking sympathetic look. "Sweet boy, | don't think that will suffice." He 
instructed me to stretch out in the middle of the bed and raise my hands over my head and take hold of one 
of the slats in the headboard. 

| watched with wide eyes as Stone teasingly unbuckled his belt and removed it. 

He climbed onto the bed and wrapped the belt loosely around my wrists and around the slat. "You know that 
you can pull your hands loose if you need to," Stone told me as he gently brushed my hair away from my 
forehead. He leaned over and kissed me there before he stood again 

| could feel the smile on my lips spread as | watched him undress. "Sir, you have such a gorgeous body. You 
should bring it over here and put it on top of me." | giggled and then my breath caught as the memory of 


Taylor on top of me flooded my senses. 


"What? What was that? Are you okay?" Stone quickly asked He must have somehow seen the quick change in 


me. 
| licked my lips and gave him a big smile. "Fine, sir. It was nothing.” 


He carefully spread my legs apart and, as he leaned over, he looked at me. "Is it okay if | ruin these?" 


"You can buy me plenty more if you do." 
It's a deal." 


His mouth closed around the head of my cock and he sucked through the satin, making it wet with his tongue 
as he lapped and licked. The noises he made as he did it drove me insane. | closed my eyes and wrapped my 
fingers around the leather belt while my hips lifted off of the bed. Stone continued to use his mouth to tease 
me as he slowly raked his fingertips down my thighs. All | wanted was for him to pull the panties down now 
and free my cock, but he wouldn't. He licked along the elastic edge at my inner thigh. He closed his lips around 
one of my balls and sucked on it. He very softly flicked his tongue against the wet spot my pre-come was 


making. 
"Fuck, sir, yes!" | groaned, bucking and snapping my hips. 


"You want to come, cutie? Want to really ruin these?" As he asked, he ran his finger along the shaft of my 
dick, from tip to base, until he reached my balls and palmed them, his touch turning from delicate to rough. 


| gasped and bucked some more. "Yes! Let me come, please!" 


He returned his mouth to my cock and sucked hard against the fabric while | felt a finger slip inside the 
elastic and start to tease my hole. This was my entire error in judgment. | wanted to turn Stone on with my 
little panties but | didn't consider how much he could tease me with them. | panted now, chest heaving up and 
down, my eyes squeezed closed. | just needed to come. Just needed that release that was so close. Oh, he 
probably knew it, too. | tugged at the belt. If | could pull one hand free, | could hold his head down while | 


thrust myself up. But | promised | wouldn't move my arms. 


Stone continued to tease me, sucking and running his lips and tongue up and down my cock. At one point, he 
stopped just long enough to wet his finger. Then he resumed his onslaught and added a finger slipping inside of 
me. | cried out, begging to come, moaning and writhing and trying to find just enough friction to trigger my 


orgasm. 
"My poor love," He murmured before softly clucking his tongue. 

Just as | resigned to the fact that he was going to keep teasing me and not allow me to come, he sealed his 
lips around the head and sucked hard while he pressed his fingertip against my prostate. | bucked wildly, 


planting my heels into the bed and thrusting into the air as | came hard, drenching the panties with my seed. 


As | floated back down, dazed from such a powerful orgasm, | felt Stone move on top of me. | gave him a hazy 


smile and murmured, "I love you, Tay.” 


Fourteen 


My heart was lodged in my throat, pounding heavily, when Stone picked his head up and looked at me with wide 


eyes. 
"Did you say Taylor?" 
As | licked my dry lips, | nodded. "l'm sorry." 


Stone sighed as he slowly rolled off of me. | could only hold my breath and stare at the ceiling as | waited for 
him to break the deafening silence that followed. 


Is there a reason that Taylor is on your mind, cutie?" 
Okay, he was still using pet names. That's a good sign. "Um, no. | don't know. Probably because he was just here. 
I'm so sorry, sir!" Even as | said it, | watched him stand up and reach for his clothes. "Wait. Please don't go!" | 


got up on my knees and reached for him. "Stone, please. Please stay! I'm sorry!" 


As he pulled my hand off of his arm, he looked at me and | could see the sadness in his eyes. "| can't Tonight, 


Nate. I'm sorry." 


My own eyes started to sting. Tears quickly filled them and spilled over. "But | didn't mean it! | said | was 


sorry!" 


"I know. | understand. But | still have to go" He gently swiped his thumbs across my cheeks and kissed my 
forehead. "Go to sleep, baby. I'll see you soon" 


"But," | cried some more. "I love you!" 
| know." His smile seemed so sad and heartbroken. "I know." 


He slipped out of my grasp and walked out of the bedroom without looking back. A second later, the click of 


the front door made me flinch. 

| flopped back on the bed and immediately reached for my phone to call Taylor. My finger hovered over his 
name, but | realized I'd have to explain what happened and | didn't want to tell him what | said. Or how | ruined 
everything. As | picked up the stuffed kitty and sat it on my chest, focusing on straightening its ears, tears 
came again, clouding my vision. This time, they were hot and angry. 


Its not my fault," | told the kitty. 


It stared back at me in judgmental silence. 


It's not! He hid me here, keeping me like his own personal whore! All| wanted was for him to love me. But he 
won't say it, he won't let me into his life. He thinks he can fuck me and shower me with money. That's not 
love!" | shouted at the kitty. "It's not love! Love is," | smiled as | thought about Taylor always being so gentle 
with me, always sticking up for me, laughing with me, holding me in his arms and kissing me. "Love is being 
best friends and wanting to be near each other and make each other smile.’ | sat up and put the kitty on the 


pillow. "I'm in love with Taylor!" 


With a giggle, | reached for the phone again. The image of Stone's sad eyes flashed through my mind. | tried to 
get rid of it by shaking my head. 


"No," | mumbled. "| don't care." 


But | did. | still cared about him. Somehow, for every way that he failed me, he also helped me. He did care for 
me. | think. After what | did, though, it was obvious Stone didn't want me anymore. | hurt him. He would 


probably come back here only to ask me to leave. 


A fresh round of tears began as | thought more about him. | saw his smile and felt the way his arms held me 
tight and made me feel safe. | thought about the way he always made our love making about me and how he 
required very little from me. They led me to one conclusion: Stone loved me the best way he could for the 


time being. 


But Taylor held my hand when | was scared. Taylor stood up to Santos for me. He laughed with me, he 


encouraged me to follow my heart and be patient with Stone. He kissed me. Taylor loved me. 


The walls of the condo were suddenly stifling me. | felt like they were closing in on me. | had to do something. | 
knew | had upset and hurt Stone and, even though | wasn't supposed to, | could go over there and beg him to 


forgive me and not make me leave and | could promise to be more patient from now on. 


| could take the rest of the money Stone had given me and go get Taylor. | could buy him from Santos like 
Stone had bought me and we could run away. | would tell him that | loved him and we could start a life 


together anywhere he wanted to go. 

Sitting in the back of a taxi, | was nervously biting my nails and checking the time on my phone every five 
seconds. | wished the driver would go faster but | was also glad he didn't. When he pulled the car to a stop, | 
took a deep breath and stared at the house, remembering the last time | was there. Everything had changed 
so much in such a short amount of time. And here | was, about the change things irrevocably. 


"That'll be eighteen bucks," The driver barked. 


His gruff voice ripped me from my thoughts. | gave him a twenty dollar bill and got out of the car. 


Fifteen 


He opened the door and blinked at me a couple times before looking over my shoulder. "What are you doing 
here, Nate?" 


Before | answered, buying a few more seconds to try to get my heart to slow down, | glanced over my 
shoulder at the gate. When | turned back, Stone stepped to the side and gestured for me to come inside. 


‘I'm tired of this," | explained as | pulled off my hat and started to unbutton my coat. "l'm really fucking tired, 
Stone." 


"Nate -" 


"No, listen to me." | dropped my coat on the bench in the foyer and wandered into the big living room to stand 


in front of the fireplace. "Turn it on?" | asked without turning around. | could hear him follow me in. 


Stone picked up the remote control and turned the fire on | stood in front of it, holding my hands out. Again, 
just buying time. 


‘lm sorry if | hurt you by saying Taylor's name. But its true. | think | love him. Before you came over, 
something happened." | turned to face him and drew in a slow, calming breath. "Taylor kissed me. | know he 
didn't mean to. It just happened. But, Stone, it felt right. It felt good." 

His brow knotted and he opened his mouth to say something when | cut him off again 

"But | love you, too. I'm so, so sure that | am in love with you but | can't do this anymore. | want..." 

"You want everything," He murmured with a sad smile. 

"Not everything. Just ...you. And him." 

Stone took a step closer. "You should go and be with him." 

| wasn't going to let him off that easy. Shaking my head and crossing my arms over my chest, | told him, "No." 
"Nate, you should. If Taylor wants you and you want him, then you should do that. I've been very selfish with 
you and | don't blame you one bit for realizing your feelings for Taylor. You should go and get him if the two 
of you want to be together. | completely understand." 


"But | want you, too." 


"| don't think that's how it works, cutie." 


"Why not?" | moved to the couch and sat down 
Stone sat down beside me. "Because | don't ." He trailed off and sighed 

"You dont what?" 

"Nate, what exactly are you suggesting when you say you want us both? How do you see this working?" 


"Well, you were already with Taylor so you could just." | shrugged my shoulders. "| mean, you could have us 


both, too." 


"But I'm not in love with Taylor and he's not in love with me. | don't want you both and | doubt that he wants 
both you and me." 


| opened my mouth to respond when my brain came to a screeching halt. | looked at Stone, narrowing my gaze, 


staring into his eyes. "Did you just ..2" 

He dropped his chin and looked at me over the rim of his glasses. 
"Are you?" 

"Aw, cutie. You know that | am." 


"No, | don't!" | scrambled into his lap and threw my arms around his neck. "Say it. Please, Stone, just say it out 


loud" 
"Is that what you need, Nate? Is that really what you need?" 

"Ive needed it for a long time! How could you not know that?" 

His arms went around me and he hugged me close. 

| waited with my breath held and my eyes squeezed closed while he rubbed my back 

"Im sorry | fucked everything up." 

| opened my eyes to stare at the far wall. Not what | wanted to hear, but such a simple phrase. An apology. 
An acknowledgment of how one's actions or inactions have hurt another person And yet, | felt the weight of 
the world lift from my shoulders. | pulled out of his embrace and leaned back on his lap to lock at him. "You 


didn't fuck everything up. | think this was fucked up from the start, but that doesn't mean it cant work. Are 


you still worried that | could make you lose everything?" 


He gently urged me from his lap back to the couch and stood up. Stone glanced at me as he started to pace 
back and forth. "| came over tonight to tell you. It's been finalized. It's over." 


"But you didn't get a chance to because of what happened" 


"I should have, but you surprised me with those damn panties and all the blood rushed from my brain. And 


then | chose to leave." 
My heart broke into a thousand pieces for the second time that night. "lm sorry.” 


He stopped pacing and stood in front of me. "What do you want me to do, Nate? What do you see happening 


now?" 


| looked up at him and spoke softly. "I want to live here with you. | want my fairy tale. | want to go to sleep 


next to you in your bed and wake up with you. | want to have a life with you and ..” 
"And Taylor." 


| dropped my gaze and thickly swallowed. "Yes, sir." Slowly, | raised my head and looked at him again. "What do 


you want me to do? What do you see happening now?" 


Stone sat back down and took my hand in both of his. "Sweetie, | don't know but | was fairly certain it didn't 


involve moving you and Taylor into my home or pursuing a relationship with Taylor." 
"So, where does that leave us now?" 


That same sadness returned to his eyes as he gazed into mine. He brought my hand to his lips and kissed my 


fingers. "Go be with Taylor, Nate. You're both young and -" 

| pulled my hand away and grunted with frustration. "| don't want to be with just him! | want you!" 

“Again, cutie, you want more than | am able to give." 

"But it happened! | waited and it happened and now l'm here, like | wanted to be. You can give me this now." 
"Right. | can give you this now. But | don't think | can ever give you that." He sighed and stood up again. "| 
mean, if | understand you correctly, you think that you and Taylor will live here with me and that the three of 
us will be one happy family, hopping around in each other's beds? You think it's that easy? You think you'll 


share my bed one night and Taylor's the next? It doesn't work that way. | don't work that way." 


Without a single thought, | laughed. "You don't work that way? How long was it between the time you fucked 


him and the time you fucked me? Huh? How long?" 


"Nate -" 
"How long, Stone?" 

"It doesnt matter. lts not the same thing” 

"Hts not? Why not?" 

He suddenly lunged at me and grabbed me by my upper arms, yanking me up from the couch. "Because! 
Because, Nate, | decided that Im in love. With you. Okay? And | know | fucked it all up because | couldn't admit 


it when you needed me to the most." 


| gasped and stiffened when he grabbed me. But when his hands loosened their grip and his arms circled my 
back, hugging me tightly, | melted into him. 


Stone continued in a softer voice, "Baby, | understand what you're feeling and | know l'm to blame. | mistreated 
you and I'm sorry. If you want me, I'm here. But if you want Taylor, too, then I'm telling you that you need to 
go to him" 


| struggled to push him away, finally bringing my hands up to his chest and shoving him back. "Stop saying 
that! If you don't want me, just fucking say it! But stop telling me | just need to go be with him. You want me 
to pick him so you get off easy and don't have to say that you don't want me." 


As he stumbled back a step, Stone held his hands out and then slowly pushed them into his pockets. He looked 
down at the floor and barely louder than a whisper, he said, "You're right. | dont want you, Nate." 


Those hot, angry tears spilled over my cheeks again. As | beat my fists against Stone's chest and shoulders, | 
sobbed. "You're lying! You're fucking lying!" 


He merely stood still with his hands still in his pockets, and let me scream and wail and hit him. 


Sixteen 


"Sweetie, wake up. Nate, baby, wake up." 
| smiled and hugged him close. | purred when | felt his fingers pushing the hair off my forehead. 
"Nate, come on, open your eyes." 


With a yawn, | opened one eye and then the other. | scowled and stared in surprise at Taylor, who was sitting 
beside me. 


"Hey, you." His smile was soft and sweet, but | could see something behind it. 

| looked down and | had my arms around a pillow. Then | turned and looked around the room we were in. It was 
a large bedroom, mostly bare except for the big bed | was in, a chair, and a chest of drawers. "Where are 
we?" | whispered. 

"Stone's." 


"Stone's house?" | sat up. "What ..2" 


"He called me. | thought it was you. He must have found me in your phone. Sweetie, he asked me to come and 


get you. What are you doing here?" 


The memory of the night before came back to me and | groaned. "He asked you to come and get me. Where is 
he?" 


"Downstairs." Taylor gazed at me and | could see the worry in his eyes. "Nate, how did you get here? What 
happened after | left?" 


| didn't answer him for a long time, dropping my gaze to the blankets bunched in my lap. That's when | realized 


| was half naked. | picked the blankets up and checked. Only my underwear. | don't remember undressing or 


coming into this room, for that matter. "We made love after you left. | said," | froze. 
"You said what?" 


Licking my lips, | found the edge of the sheets and ran my fingers over it. "I, um, | said something that upset 
him so he left. | came here to talk to him." 


Taylor moved closer and lifted his fingers to my hair again. "Baby, what's going on? Is it because ..” 


"Because we kissed?" | asked in a low voice, trying not to lean into his touch. "Yeah." 


"Did you tell him?" 

| nodded. 

"And he got upset?" 

| lowered my head deeper and barely whispered, "Not about that." 

"Then what?" 

"| said your name." 

"What?! Nate, when you -" 

"Nol No, afterward. | said, ‘| love you, Tay* to him." 

Taylor's hand slipped to my shoulder and he groaned, "Aw, sweetie.” 

| could feel the tears coming on and | tried desperately not to give in to them. I've been doing enough damn 
crying. "And | thought | thought | could work things out. | thought maybe you and | could and he could like, 
take care of us both." The tears won out. | sniffled and swiped at my eyes. "But he said if | wanted you, then 
he didn't want me. He told me we should be together.” 

Taylor's arms went around me and he held me as | broke down, crying against his shoulder. "Oh, Nate." 

"| really love him!" 

"| know, baby." He petted my hair. 

"But," | choked out and then forced myself to calm down. "I love you, too." 

"Because we kissed?" 

| pulled back and squeezed my eyes closed. After | took a deep breath, | lifted my head and looked into his eyes. 
"No, not just that. Because you're my best friend. You held my hand when | was scared and you kept a secret 
from me because you knew it would hurt me and you protected me from Santos all the time and you try to 


get me to do the right things." 


We sat in silence for what felt like a lifetime. | watched Taylor as he watched his fingers fidget with the 
blankets. 


"Do you know why | did all of that stuff?" 


"Because you're a good person." 

He lifted his gaze and his lips curled in a little smile. "Nah. Because | love you." 

| didn't know if | should laugh or cry some more. | could feel my lips stretching into a smile as | threw my 
arms around his neck and squeezed him. A little laugh escaped my lips as | felt his arms wrap around me 
again. Leaning back, | pulled Taylor with me and laughed a little louder as | felt him kiss my cheek. He pulled his 
head up and | loosened my grip a little. For a long time, he merely stared at me. 

"| wanted your fairy tale to come true for you. You deserved it." 

"Maybe it was just the wrong fairy tale for me." 

Taylor bit his bottom lip as he leaned down toward me. He pressed his lips to mine. | closed my eyes and 
sighed, letting him push his tongue between my lips. We made out, quickly getting carried away. | remembered | 
was wearing nothing but a pair of underwear when | felt Taylor's hand crawl down my side, tickling my bare 
skin. | jumped and gasped, squirming beneath him. 

He picked his head up again and stared at me. "What?" 

"I „lim pretty much naked" 

"| know." He smirked. "Oh, should | get undressed, too?" 

"No! Not here!" 

When he giggled and sat up again, | could feel my heart skip a beat. | also sat up and stole a kiss. 

"Why don't you get dressed, Nate? You should go talk to him." 

My initial reaction was to scoff and blurt out something like | had nothing to say to Stone, but | caught myself. 
So | smiled at Taylor and slowly pushed the blankets off and got out of the bed. My clothes sat on the chair in 
the corner. As | walked over to it, | glanced over my shoulder. He was watching me and | knew damned well | 
turned red. | used to hang around our rooms at Santos’ in my underwear all the time, but now that | knew, 
now that | felt something for Taylor, too, being this naked around him caused me to feel nervous and weird. 
Stone was waiting for us in the living room. | paused at the edge of the room. My heart was beating so loud 
and fast, | was sure they could both hear it. My mouth was dry, but | felt the rest of me break out in a cold 
sweat. Taylor stood at my side and gently nudged the small of my back with his hand. 


"Sir?" | managed, barely louder than a whisper. 


Stone lifted his head from the book in his lap and immediately smiled at me. "Good morning, cutie." 


| took a step forward, his smile and his pet name doing a lot to calm my nerves. "I'm „lm sorry | kind of 


freaked out! 

"No apology necessary." He reached for my hand and gave it a soft squeeze. 
"Thank you" 

He still held my hand. "Did you guys have a chance to talk?" 


Chewing my lip, | glanced at Taylor. | couldn't stop the smile that curled the corners of my mouth. "Yes. And, 
um, | think .." | turned to look at Taylor again. "What are we going to do?" 


His brow knotted and his nose wrinkled. "I don't know" 

"Im not going back there, Tay, and | don't want you to, either!" 

Stone squeezed my hand again. "It's okay, baby. You don't have to go back Take the condo." When | looked at 
him, he gave me that reassuring smile again. "Both of you." He let go of my hand and dug out his key from his 
pocket. "Toke it" 

| met his gaze as | slowly took the key from his hand. "You mean it?" 

With a look that went right to my heart, Stone nodded. 

| couldn't stop myself from throwing my arms around his neck and kissing his cheek. “Thank you, Stone" 

His arms went around my back and he gently pulled me into his lap. "You're welcome, cutie.” 


"You lied to me last night. But | forgive you." 


"| did no such thing." He leaned in, about to kiss me when he lifted slightly and kissed my forehead instead of 
my lips. "Now, go." As tenderly as he pulled me in, Stone pushed me back out. 


| took a deep breath, memorizing the way he smelled. | stroked my hand over his chest as | stood up, keeping 


my gaze on him. "Will you maybe come to visit us sometime?" 
"Maybe. If you need anything -" 


Taylor grabbed my hand. "We know where to find you. Thank you, Stone." 


As Taylor and | walked out of his house, | couldn't quite understand why it didnt hurt that much. Until Taylor 


smiled at me. Then | understood everything. 


